
T be moft lamentable T rage die 

Ro. What Ladie is that which doth inrich the hand 
Ofyonder Knight? 

Ser, I know not fir. 

Ro, O fhedoch teach the torches to burne bl ights 
It feemes /he hangs vpon thechecke of'night, 

As a rich Iewclin amEthiops eare, 

Beauty too richfor vie, for earth too deare: 

So ihewesafnowie Doue trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady ore her fellowes fhowesj 
Themeafurc done, lie watch her place of (land. 

And touching hers,make blefledmy rude hand. 

Did my heart loue till now,forfweate it fight. 

For I nerefaw true beauty till this night. 

T tb , Thisby his voice, fiiould be a Mount ague. 

Fetch me my Ilapicr boy, what dares the llaue 
Come hetber couerd with an antique face. 

To ficere and fcorne at our folemm tie? 

Flow by the ftockeand honour of my kin, 

To flnke him dead 1 hold it not a fin, 

Captt, Why howinow kinsman wherefore flormeyoufo? 
Tib. V ncle this is a Mount Ague our foe: 

A villaine that is hither come in fpight, 

To fcorneat ourlolemnitie this night. 

Cap ft. Young Romeo is it, 

Tib. Tis he, that villaine Romeo, 

Cap tt. Content thee gentle Cozc.let him alone, 

A beareshim like a portly Gentleman: 

And to fay truth, Verona brags ofhim, 

Tobe avertuousandwellgouernd youth, 

_^r 1 would not for the u'el th of all this townc, 

Herein my houfedoehimdifparagement: 

Therefore be patient , take no note ofhim, 

It is mv will, the which if thou refpett, 

Shewa Zaire prefence, and put ofifthefefrownes, 
Amltbefecmingfemblancefor afeaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a villaine isa gueft, 


oftymeo andlulieC. 

lie not endure him. 

fapH. lie {hall be endured. 

What goodmanboy,lfay hefhall,go too. 

Am 1 themaifter here or yoit?go too, , 

Youle not endure him, God lhall mend my foule, 
Youle make a mutinie among my gue Its: 
you will fet cock a hoope, youle be the man, 

Ti. Why vnclc, tis a fhame, 

Capa, Gotoo,gotoo, 


You muft contrary me , marry us time, 

VVell laid my hearts, you are a princox, goe. 

Be quiet, or more light, more light rorihame. 

He make you quiet (what)chearely my hearts. 

Ti, Patience perfor cc,with wiilfull choler meeting. 

Makes my flefii tremble in t heir different greeting: 

I will w ithdra w but this intrulion lhal 

How feemingfweete,conuert to bitter gall. Exit* 

Ro . If I prophane with 'my vnworthieft hand. 

This holy ihrine, the gentle finis this, < 

JVlv lips two blufhing Pylgrimsdid ready ftand. 

To fmooth that rough touch with atender kille. 

In. Good Pilgriwie you do wrong your hand too much 
Which mannerly deuotion fhewes in this. 

For faints haue hands,that Pilgrims hands doe tuch. 

And palme to palmeis holy t aimers kiil'e, 

Ro. Hauenot Saintslips and holy Palmers toe? 

Jali. lPilgtim,hps that they muft vie in prayer. 

Rom. O then deare Saint,let lips doe what bandsdoe. 
They pra y (grant tho«)leaft faith turne to difpaire. 
la. Saints doe not moue, though grantfor prayers fake. 
Ro, I hen mouenotwhile my prayers effect 1 take. 

Thus from my lips, by thine my finis purgd, 
la. Then haue my lips the fin that they hauetookc, 

Ro. Sinfrommy lips,0 trefpasfweetly vrgd: 
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